Tm Wood

dew that refreshes, that is an awakening, that lies soft upon the
lips and eyelids, and is summer,, but keeps cool, cool, in the
pinewood.

All of the nuns are talking. Many of them, in twos or threes,
go to and fro slowly, in among the stems. And, to some, it is a
treat, an adventure, to walk far away. They can go to the edge of
the wood and look out on the world. It is a shoal of sand banks,
with the salt lagoons and, if you listen for it, and at some moments
more than others, the great Atlantic breaking on the shore, a coast
with no cliffs so that its roar is even and monotonous with every
wave that comes. Here and now, it is wave upon wave, and, then,
there is silence, as though something bigger is preparing and
would break upon the sands.

But the composition of this lyric scene draws us back to the
little mound and to the body of the nuns. For it composes into a
scene or drama with a hundred figures. The white doves have
taken possession of the landscape. Their white habits and black
cowls, which are in simplification of the colour, enhance the
drawing. It has the magpie markings, but is more simple because
the blacks and whites are even and regular. They have no pattern,
no pieing as of wings and tails, and are but black for head and
white for body. All the interest is in the grouping and the move-
ment, made more dramatic because all their habits are the same.
And the total experience of their blacks and whites is, in itself,
the key or secret of this pleasure, which is our delight in all
chequered things, in the chessboard, in all parti-coloured flowers
or dresses, but more exciting in pattern when it is but bkck and
white. Their gestures and actions populate the scene. It is a picture
of movement because all the colours are the same. Their habits
or liveries are identical in marking, so that it is a theme in varia-
tion, and strength and subtlety come forth from the monotony.

The groups are ever changing. It is a banquet, a festival, such
a scene as the worship of the golden calf, where all the nuns are
priestesses or sacred virgins. The full cornucopia would be its
emblem, for there is such plenty on the trestles and in baskets on
the ground. Yet it is not the harvest, nor a feast of increase, for
these are neuter beings, they have no progeny. So the celebration
is by proxy, yet such is its purpose, or its hidden meaning. And a
curious emphasis, a distortion, underlines the action, made more
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